“When  true  friends  meet  in 
adverse  hour, 

/. 

’Tis  like  a  sunbeam  through  a 
shower ; 

A  watery  ray  an  instant  seen, 

The  darkly  closing  clouds 
between.” 

— Scott. 
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The  Noted  Notorious  Sophomore  Class 

“The  Truth  Always  Hurts” 


Boys 

Girls 

Best  Sport 

Most  Popular 

Morang 

White 

Best  Bluffer 

Best  Looking 

Macdonald 

Dowling 

Austin 

Culatti 

Most  Quarrelsome 

Most  Talented 

Cote 

Smith 

Novak 

Siegel 

Most  Peaceful 

Hardest  to  Please 

Alley?? 

Mower? 

Russell 

Middleton 

Curliest  Hair 

Most  Studious 

Kline 

Costello 

Riseborough 

Sundlie 

Class  Baby 

Most  Bashful 

Austin 

Bagley 

Earle 

Vianello 

Most  Ambitious 

Noisiest 

Bates 

? 

V  alenti 

Kantor 

Best  Boss 

Most  Modest 

Hall 

Applebee 

Young 

Bloomstrom 

Most  Artistic 

Shortest 

Vancini 

Clark 

Shapiro 

Boyde 

Reddest  Hair 

Tallest 

Kent 

Dolan 

Young 

Hart 

Favorite  Amusement 

Best  Dancer 

Smoking 

Dancing 

Brown 

Holland 

Favorite  Hangout 

Longest  Winded 

Front  steps 

Mirror 

O’Hara 

Webb 

Chief  Occupation 

Most  Accomplished  Boaster 

Drawing 

??? 

Studying? 

Cote 

Coffin 

*Chief  Ambition 

Merriest 

To  be  an  artist 

- 

Callahan 

Davis 

*True  of  most  of  us. 

English  Clerk  (to  American  tourist)  : 
“Nime,  please?”  “What?”  “Your 
nime?”  “Don’t  get  you.”  “Nime — 
n-a-m-e.”  “Oh !  My  name — why  don’t 
you  speak  English?” — Life. 


A  kind-hearted  motorist,  seeing  an  old 
woman  toiling  along  the  road,  offered  to 


give  her  a  lift.  It  was  her  first  ride  in 
an  auto,  and  as  the  motorist  put  on  speed 
he  was  amused  to  hear  her  exclaim,  “My, 
but  hasn’t  the  wind  come  up  sudden?” 


“What  is  this  dish,  waiter?”  “Cottage 
pie,  sir.”  “Well,  this  must  be  a  bit  of 
the  door !” 
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VIGOROUS  VENTURING 

A  folding  door  folds.  You  step  in. 

The  contraption  starts,  gently 
knocking  you  against  one  of  your  fel¬ 
low-sufferers.  After  begging  his  par¬ 
don,  you  advance  like  a  drunken  man 
of  days  that  have  passed.  At  last 
you  reach  an  empty  seat.  You  try  to 
balance  yourself  on  the  two  inches 
which  a  plump  person  has  very  kindly 
managed  to  leave  vacant. 

Now  that  you  are  comfortably  seated 
you  take  notice  of  the  interesting 
things  about  you,  if  you  are  able  to 
see,  having  been  stabbed  in  the  region 
of  the  left  eye  by  several  hat  pins. 
Then,  above  the  noise  of  the  many 
mechanical  accessories  of  the  contrap¬ 
tion,  you  hear  a  musical  sound  slightly 
resembling  the  melancholy  mooing  of 
a  cow,  or  the  rumble  of  distant  thun¬ 
der.  It  is  the  corpulent  gentleman 
three  seats  down  partaking  of  his 
noon-day  nap.  In  contrast  to  this  the 
small  boy  across  the  aisle  is  holding  a 
large  box  from  which  issues  the  pleas¬ 
ant  peeping  of  two  dozen  newly 
hatched  chickens.  The  two  ladies  in 
front  of  you  are  comparing  the  vocab¬ 
ularies  of  their  infants,  aged  six 
months  and  nine  months. 

You  now  prepare  to  leave.  After 
obtaining  a  firm  grasp  on  the  back  of 
the  seat,  you  succeed  in  rising,  with¬ 
out  losing  your  equilibrium.  You  make 
a  flying  leap  for  the  nearest  vacant 
strap.  Luck  is  with  you.  Your  fingers 
close  around  the  strip  of  leather.  You 
glance  out  of  the  window  to  see  your 
street  fading  away  in  the  distance. 
After  imitating  a  quarterback,  using 
the  parcel  you  have  as  a  football,  you 
reach  the  door,  nearly  a  mile  beyond 
your  destination. 

A  folding  door  folds.  You  step  out. 


Woman’s  faults  are  many, 
Men  have  only  two, 
Everything  they  say, 

And  everything  they  do. 


Wouldn’t  It  Be  Funny - 

If  Mr.  Ray  gave  us  all  dark  blue 
pins. 

If  everyone  was  in  the  studio  at  five 
minutes  of  nine. 

If  Austin  wore  a  dark  tie. 

If  “Luke”  made  a  speech  in  assem¬ 
bly. 

If  there  was  no  corner  drug  store. 

If  Mr.  Major  and  Mr.  Wallace  liked 
Sophomore  work. 

If  the  lunch-room  was  crowded  at 
class  meetings. 

If  Mr.  Ray  left  his  door  open  until 
9.02. 

If  Mr.  Jamison  forgot  to  call  on 
Kent. 

If  Hall  cracked  a  good  joke. 

If  Bates  forgot  to  curl  his  hair. 

If  there  wasn’t  a  line  at  the  “bub¬ 
bler.” 

If  the  girls  forgot  to  powder  their 
noses. 

If  we  didn’t  lend  and  borrow. 

If  Marion  was  seen  without  Eliza¬ 
beth. 

If  we  all  understood  perspective. 

If  Eleanor  should  bob  her  hair. 

If  we  didn’t  have  rest  periods. 

If  Morang  forgot  his  gum  for  com¬ 
position. 

If  Sam  was  tongue  tied. 

If  we  loved  exams  and  report  cards. 

If  we  didn’t  have  home  work. 

If  Dorothy  White  lost  her  smile. 

If  our  smocks  were  clean. 

If  “Bill”  didn’t  get  several  A’s. 

If  we  didn’t  enjoy  Friday  afternoon 
in  Antique. 

If  the  monitors  forget  to  call  roll. 

If  we  didn’t  think  the  Sophomore 
Class  the  best  in  the  school. 

Two  things  will  get  you  through  art 
school : — 

1.  The  faculty  of  working. 

2.  The  working  of  the  faculty. 

Author:  “Hurrah!  Five  dollars  for  my 
latest  story.” 

Friend:  “How  come?” 

Author:  “The  express  company  lost 
it.” 
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Extracts  from  the  ^iary  of  cv4nother  Sophomore  Genius 


January  1. 

Think  it’s  about  time  I  kept  a  diary. 
Most  people  do.  The  play  last  night 
was  pretty  good.  I  can’t  remember 
the  name  of  it,  but  one  of  the  girls 
wore  a  green  dress  in  it. 

January  4. 

Met  Eleanor  Smith  last  night  at  the 
lecture.  She  was  with  Zane  Grey. 
Eleanor  thinks  I  am  a  splendid  judge 
of  cigars. 

January  5. 

Got  a  letter  from  Henry  Ford  today 
and  he  thinks  it’s  a  very  good  idea  to 
keep  a  diary.  ,  He  promised  to  send 
me  some  of  his  memoirs. 

January  9. 

Most  awful  luck  this  evening.  Dad 
said  he  wouldn’t  give  me  any  money 
unless  I  did  as  mother  told  me. 
Mother  told  me  to  drink  an  eggnog 


before  I  went  to  the  dance.  I  spilled 
it  all  over  my  new  suit. 

January  12. 

The  publishers  have  written  to  me 
about  my  diary  when  it’s  finished.  Six 
of  them  have  decided  it’s  the  only  thing 
that  will  save  their  business. 

January  13. 

Jack  Dempsey  came  over  the  other 
evening.  We  did  a  little  boxing  for 
the  fun  of  it.  I  won. 

January  14. 

Dined  with  Harold  G.  Wells.  We 
both  agreed  that  the  “dead  language” 
is  bunk.  Neither  of  us  speak  it  and 
neither  of  us  intend  to. 

January  16. 

Heard  the  manufacture  was  forbid¬ 
den.  Have  laid  up  a  store  of  them. 
Ken.  says  he  will  lend  me  his  pipe  if 
it’s  really  true. 


DON’T  TELL  IT  TO  A  SINGLE 
SOUL,  BUT:— 

The  Sophomore  Class  is  waiting  for  a 
snowstorm. 

Elmer  Hall  has  a  new  watch. 

Beatrice  Paipert  has  come  to  the  con¬ 
clusion  that  4-8=l-2. 

One  of  our  members  has  acquired  an 
engagement  ring. 

Bill  sti’l  has  the  “bump.” 

Sam  sings  the  Soap  Song  from  Lux. 

The  Sophomore  Class  took  the  $50,000 
out  of  the  treasury,  and  bought  Jelly 
Beans  for  “The  Teddy  Bears.” 

The  Sophomore  Class  is  Suffering  from 
heart  disease.  (Several  bad  cases.) 
(Ask  Blanche — she  knows!) 


CHARACTER  PLAYS  OF  1926 

“The  Jury  of  Fate” — the  Faculty. 
“Genius  and  the  Crowd”  Novak  1926 

“Man  of  the  People”  Fred  Robinson 

“Welcome  Stranger”  J.  Fishelson 

“The  Sheik”  C.  Austin 


“Flaming  Youth” 


Eleanor  Holland 


“He  Stoops  to  Conquer” 

Bill  Riseborough 


Melodies  Old  and  Melodies  New 
Seem  to  be  meant  for  some  of  you 
And  if  you  chance  to  disagree 
You  should  worry  and  so  should  we. 
“Whispering”  All  Girls 

“Somewhere,  Some  Day,  Some  How” 

Graduation 

“All  Muddled  Up”  Perspective 

“Who  Knows  ?”  English  II 

“Come  Ye  Disconsolate” 

Any  Mechanical  Drawing  Person 
“Wandering  Home” 

After  the  Sophomore  Hop 
“The  Silent  Voice”  Mr.  Major 

“Angel  of  Light  Lead  On” 

Miss  Hathaway 

“When  Irish  Eyes  Are  Smilin’  ” 

Fred  O’Hara 

“Don’t  We  Carry  On”  Sam  and  Edna 
“Running  Wild”  Jean  Cantor 

“I  Used  to  Love  You  But  It’s  All  Over” 

“Dick”  Brown 
“How  You  Goin’  to  Keep  ’Em  Down  on 
the  Farm?”  Homer  White 

“I  Hate  to  Lose  You  I’m  so  Used  to  You 
Now”  Julia  Middleton 

“If  You  Cou’d  Care  for  Me” 

“Dot”  White 
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WHO  cTRE  THEY? 

They  are  Sophomore  Contrihuters  to  this  issue  and 
we  sure  do  appreciate  them 

Elizabeth  Ashton  Helen  Davis  Winifred  Simpson  Eleanor  Holland 

Rae  Esner  Matilda  Segal  Blanche  Hart  Louis  Novak 


CAN  YOU  IMAGINE 


Can  you  imagine  Catherine  Tracy  not 
witty  and  clever. 

Or  Paul  not  scuffin’  away  his  shoe 
leather. 

Can  you  imagine, 

“Peg”  Hughes  other  than  sweet  and  lov¬ 
ing, 

Or  Angelo  V.  giving  something  for 
nothing — 

Thelma  Sundlie  ever  lacking  in  tact, 

Or  Henry  Cline  other  than  matter  of 
fact, 

Matilda  Segal  indulging  in  frown 
Or  Eleanor  H.  weighing  200  lbs. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Beatrice  Paipert  not  a  hard  worker, 

Or  Teddy,  her  chum,  ever  a  shirker. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Jean  Kantor  without  her  usual  lines, 

Or  Fred  O’Hara  unwilling  to  dine, 

Dick  Brown  without  a  sweet  girl, 

Or  Edna  A.  out  of  a  social  whirl. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Virginia  ever  acting  rough, 

Or  Homer  bold,  fresh  or  tough. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Louis  Novak  short,  forty  or  fat, 

Or  Catherine  Jackson  a  cat. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Anyone  disliking  Charles  W.  Austin, 
Or  Ruth  Smith  speaking  favorably  of 
Boston, 

Elmer  Hall  without  a  firm  will, 

Or  a  German  accent  on  our  esteemed 


friend  Bill. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Julia  Middleton  without  a  crush, 

Or  Stanley  (M’s  Here)  unwilling  to 
blush, 

Conceit  as  applied  to  Lydia  Mower 
Or  Audrey  Potter  an  unmodest  flower, 
Can  you  imagine, 

Fred  Russell  not  at  the  lead, 

Or  Blanche  Hart  doing  an  unkind  deed. 
Can  you  imagine, 

Edith  P.  with  hair  b’ack  as  coal,' 

Or  Kenneth  Morang  not  attaining  his 
goal, 

Marion  Clark  lopking  unlike  a  doll, 

Or  Matene  Racheotes  extreme'y  tall. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Gordon  Shapiro  not  happy  to  help, 

Or  George  Young  being  centered  on  self, 
Henrietta  not  watching  her  step, 

Fred  Robinson  ever  lacking  in  pep. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Ray  Esner  being  fussed  or  thrilled, 
Anna  Bloomstom  with  some  ink  spilled, 
Sarah  Cannon  lacking  in  poise, 

Or  Alice  V.  making  a  terrible  noise. 

Can  you  imagine, 

Sam  and  Edna  ever  apart, 

Or  Kenneth  Bates  riding  on  a  kiddie  cart. 

Can  you  imagine, 

What  they  all  will  do  to  me, 

Who  wrote  these  lines, 

When  next  they  see  . 

Eleanor  Holland  ’26 


The  Oracle  Speaks 

“  Daughter,  giving,  you  the  vote  does  not  make  you  equal  to 
the  men  —  unless  —  you  use  your  ‘  eo-co  ’  as  they  do.” 

(  Guess  Who  ? ) 
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c A  Pattern  ^Beautiful 


Dost  fear  dim  Future’s  shadowy 
wings  ? 

Men  sometimes  long  to  pierce  the  veil 
Which  hides  them  from  the  far  ahead. 
But  Fate  is  weaving  skilfully 
A  future  for  each  one  of  us 
Designed  in  patterns  all  unlike 
In  texture,  shape  and  varied  hue. 

The  base  is  formed  before  we’re  born. 
Our  sorrows,  joys  they  mingle  there. 
This  part  alone  Fate  works  at  will. 
The  rest  she  weaves  but  as  we  plan. 
Each  hour  the  threads  move  in  and 
out; 


Some  wrought  in  gold  exquisitely. 

As  hours  and  days  pass  into  years 
The  shades  combine,  the  pattern  grows 
According  to  our  thoughts  and  deeds. 
Dost  fear  dim  Future’s  shadowy 
wings  ? 

It  avails  us  naught  to  pierce  the  veil, 
But  we  can  lend  a  helping  hand 
That  Fate  may  stretch  harmoniously 
Across  the  loom  of  mortal  life 
A  pattern  beautiful  to  see. 

W.  B.  S.  ’26 


A  MID-SUMMER  NIGHT’S  DREAM 


(Scene,  Mr.  Ray’s  Office.  Mr.  Ray  at 
desk  surrounded  with  mechanical  draw¬ 
ing  papers.  Enter  Mr.  Wilder  escorting 
sophomore.) 

Curtain  rises. 

Mr.  Ray  to  the  Dean :  “Good  morning. 
What  is  all  the  trouble  about,  may  I 
ask  ?” 

The  Dean :  “Causing  unnecessary  dis  • 
turbance  in  the  hall  about  a  dark  blue 
pin.” 

Mr.  Ray:  “Well,  er,  a— -let  me  see 
now.  What  is  your  name  ?  I  am  sorry 
the  dean  is  detaining  you.  Your  name 
is  but  a  small  matter  of  necessity.” 

Sophomore :  “No  trouble  at  all  ‘Ray.’ 
Glad  to  help  you  if  I  may.  My  name  is 
No  Dark  Blue.” 

Mr.  Ray :  “Thank  you.  Now  tell  your 
side  of  it.  I  suppose  you  were  just  tell¬ 
ing  your  classmates  how  pleased  you  were 
over  your  pins  of  that  color.” 

Sophomore :  “As  a  matter  of  fact,  Mr. 
Ray,  the  fault  is  entirely  mine.  I  do  not 
deserve  them.  Mr.  Wilder  was  right  in 
telling  me  that  I  was  slipping  down  in 
my  work.” 

Mr.  Ray :  “Not  so,  Blue.  Mr.  Wilder 


was  wrong  in  accusing  you.  He  shall  be 
severely  reprimanded.  Give  all  the  stud¬ 
ents  dark  b’ue  pins,  I  say.” 

Sophomore :  “Allow  me  to  contradict 
you.  Mr.  Wilder  was  right.  It  was  the 
only  thing  for  him  to  do.  You  see  my 
papers,  what  I’ve  done  on  them,  are  abom¬ 
inable.  You  really  ought  to  flunk  me  on 
this  course,  Ray.” 

Mr.  Ray :  “No,  I  don’t  want  your 
papers.  I  fully  realize  how  difficult  the 
work  is,  and  that  at  times  a  young  man 
would  a  lot  rather  do  other  things.  Run 
along  now.” 

Sophomore :  “But,  Ray,  this  is  ridicu¬ 
lous,  you  must  flunk  me.  At  least  you 
might  give  me  extra  work  to  earn  it. 
You  are  much  too  lenient.” 

Mr.  Ray:  “Not  at  all.  I  can  see  your 
viewpoint.  But  really,  can’t  you  see  that 
I  am  right?  I  believe  that  all  stu¬ 
dents  should  be  treated  more  liber¬ 
ally.  In  my  opinion  you  have  done 
only  as  I  would  have  at  your  age.  For¬ 
get  it,  my  boy.  I  hope  the  dean  will  not 
interfere  again.  Come  around,  some 
time.” 

Curtain. 


> 

(  Guess  Who  ? ) 


rv  ..  •  • '  .  -  •* 

“  Mr.  Hall,  what  is  Shelley’s  idea  of  love? 
Y ou  must  know  ! 
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The  ^Dance  Given  by  Class  of  1926 


We  all  agree  that  the  dance  could  not 
have  been  more  successful !  One,  two, 
three !  To  show  our  appreciation  for 
Edna  Applebee,  the  chairman  of  the  com¬ 
mittee,  and  her  assistants,  Mary  Dolan, 
Thelma  Sundlie,  Edna  Coffin,  Elmer  Hall 
and  Fred  Russell.  All  the  beautiful  dec¬ 
orations  are  due  to  Eleanor  Holland  and 
Matilda  Segal.  Fred  Robinson,  Elizabeth 
Ashton,  Kenneth  Morang,  and  Charles 
Austin,  our  officers,  served  on  the  recep¬ 
tion  committee.  Our  own  Robinson’s 
Teddy  Bears  were  “ravishingly  wonder¬ 
ful”  and  all  outsiders  complimented  us 
oil  owning  them. 

Ice  cream  was  served  in  the  form  of 
different  flowers — “they  were  quite  the 
nuts.” 


SOPHISTICATED 

SOPHOMORES 


The  idea  of  the  fairy  dance  with  the 
elves  was  quite  original  and  proved  to  be 
extremely  popular.  Over  125  couples  at¬ 
tended  the  dance  and  in  order  to  have 
enough  space  for  dancing  Miss  Whittier’s 
room  was  used.  On  the  seventh  and  ninth 
dances  all  the  boys  danced  with  their 
“bestest”  girl.  Of  couse  we  saw  all 
the  latest  frocks  from  Paris,  draped  over 
our  esteemed  female  contemporaries. 

Of  course  the  prominent  members  of 
our  faculty  were  on  hand, — our  director, 
Mr.  Farnum,  and  Mrs.  Farnum,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Ray,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cowell,  Mr. 
Cain,  Miss  Bartlett,  and  Miss  Hathaway. 

Everyone  enjoyed  every  dance,  every 
favor,  every  girl  and  everything.  All  in 
all  it  was  one  grand  and  glorious  occa¬ 
sion. 


ASSEMBLY  NOTES 

“Variety  is  the  spice  of  life,”  they  say. 
Air.  Farnum  evidently  believes  in  this 
saying  for  we  have  had  most  every¬ 
thing  from  a  cowbell  to  a  pistol  shot 
tried  out  on  us  in  the  Wednesday 
morning  assemblies.  This  was  done  to 
illustrate  certain  definite  points  in  his 
lectures  on  “Beauty.”  It  served  the 
purpose  but  also  caused  quite  a  bit 
of  amusement,  especially  amongst  a 
group  of  Juniors  down  in  some  of  the 
front  seats.  We  wonder  why  Emma 
Osgood  laughs  so  when  she  hears  a 
cowbell. 

I  think  you  will  all  agree  that  an 
assembly  wouldn’t  be  an  assembly  if 
Mr.  Farnum  and  Mr.  Wilder  didn’t 
have  their  closing  argument. 

Wednesday  morning,  Jan.  16,  Mr. 
Farnum  announced  that  the  moving 
picture  “Robin  Hood”  would  be  given 
for  the  M.  N.  A.  S.  students  at  the 
Y.  M.  C.  A.  building,  Cambridge, 
Wednesday  morning,  Feb.  6,  at  the 
small  price  of  $.20  per  head.  Not  a 
murmur  of  protest  was  heard. 
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“  The  noblest  mind  the  best  contentment  has.” 


Mrs.  Charles  Evans  Hughes 

— M.  L.  Bush-Brown 


ART  NEWS 

How  many  of  you  have  been  to  the 
Guild  this  month?  There  is  certainly  a 
wealth  of  material  in  each  of  the  gal¬ 
leries,  which  ought  by  this  time  to  be 
haunted  by  Normal  Art-ists !  At  least, 


we  have  one  thing  to  be  thankful  for, 
living  as  we  do  in  this  old  building,  and 
but  “dreaming”  of  a  new  one  for  some 
day.  All  the  galleries  seem  to  be  built 
around  our  present  “campus !”  But  how 
I  wander.  Of  course  we  were  all  inter¬ 
ested  in  Mr.  Major’s  exhibition  at  the 
Guild.  Surely,  too,  those  of  us  who  are 
privileged  to  study  with  him  will  appre¬ 
ciate  his  “teachings”  as  they  appear  on 
his  canvases.  We  should  fuss  and  fume 
no  longer  at  the  apparently  ugly  groups 
in  still-life  which  we  are  compelled  to 
do.  Mr.  Major  has  shown  us  what  can 
be  done,  with  a  brush,  a  palette,  and  yea 
with  the  soul  behind  the  brush.  Note  also 
the  water-colors  by  Philip  Little.  These 
are  daring  in  style,  brilliant,  yet  sombre 
at  times,  and  quite  free  in  rendering. 
Later  on,  by  the  way,  come  the  showings 
of  Frederick  Bosley,  in  the  form  of  many 
canvases  depicting  interiors,  done  in  oils, 
of  course.  Then  the  18th  Charles  Bit- 
tinger’s  pictures  are  hung,  while  water 
colors,  signed  by  William  Kaula,  are  also 
promised. 

Then  over  at  the  Art  Club  is  showing 
the  extensive  line  of  water-colors  by 
members-  of  the  Salimagrundy  Club. 
Doubtless  many  of  you  have  seen  it  al- 


Page  Right  ‘The  Sophomore  e/lrt^um 


'K,  —x  ^ 


,:■  ^*W**-*-  ^  &4  *  &  x  &,«>,**.  ^^MWi**** 


House  on  Bridge  Street 

— Stanley  W.  Woodward 

ready,  but  here’s  a  reminder  for  you 
tardy  ones. 

The  two  Copley  galleries  are  full  of 
interest  as  usual.  The  one  to  the  middle 
of  the  month  containing  water-colors  by 
Dwight  Blaney.  These  are  of  unusual 
interest  for  surely  the  artist  is  well  ac¬ 
quainted  with  his  medium  and  reaps  the 
just  results.  Following  this  is  the  offer¬ 
ing  of  Maurice  Braun,  oil  paintings  to  be 
exact,  and  these  cannot  but  compel  at¬ 
tention. 

Doll  and  Richards  have  much  to  offer 
as  usual.  Continuing  late  into  February 
are  the  etchings  by  Isabel  Lattimore  and 
the  drawings  by  Eleanor  Lattimore.  Both 
these  exhibitors  deserve  commendation 
for  their  efforts  and  I  believe  loyalty 
would  be  divided  if  we  were  asked  to 
select  the  better  “show.”  Then  in  the 
other  gallery  there  are  two  groups  of 
water-colors,  the  one  by  Charles  Emil 
Heil  and  the  other  by  Marian  Peabody. 
The  former  is  an  artist  of  considerable 


note,  and  galleries  this  season  have  been 
rich  with  his  offerings.  At  the  close  of 
these,  comes  a  new  water-colorist  in  the 
person  of  Carl  G.  Cutler,  but— more  of 
bis  work  anon. 

Then  there  are  the  Casson  galleries 
where  there  are  several  unusual  offer¬ 
ings.  One  can  always  manage  to  find 
something  different  there,  and  even  art 
students  are  always  welcome.  Until  the 
14th  are  the  etchings  by  William  Strang, 
R.  A.,  followed  by  a  large  and  varied 
showing  of  block-prints  signed  by  Mar¬ 
garet  Patterson,  Charles  Bartlett,  and 
Hall  Thorpe.  It’s  a  poor  man  who 
knows  only  his  own  trade,  and  surely 
even  if  we  are  not  “block-printists”  we 
can  appreciate  these  and  marvel  at  the 
skill  of  this  type  of  artistic  expression, 
which  seems  to  be  so  much  in  vogue  just 
now.  Frank  Brangwyn,  R.  A.,  offers 
his  latest  etchings  commencing  the  25th 
and  these  will  indeed  prove  interesting. 
If  you  are  as  fond  of  etchings  as  I  am 
you  will  revel  in  these  opportunities. 

Well  I  guess  there  is  enough  to  see  in 
Okie  Boston  Towne  this  month !  That 
is,  for  arc  students  !  We  ought  to  pity 
the  poor  mortals  who  have  not  moral 
suasion  enough  to  wander  into  art  gal¬ 
leries  or  if  they  do  manage  to  get  there, 
to  appreciate  or  criticise  (for  this  is  al¬ 
ways  permissible)  the  efforts  of  some  of 
our  leading  artists  !  A.  D.  I.  '25 


— John  W.  Winkler 
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THE  ROSE  GARDEN  ANNEX 

We  must  be  professional,  at  any  price 
— so,  in  being  professional,  I  will  have  to 
say  a  few  words  about  what  has  gone 
before.  The  Rose  Garden  is  a  story 
dealing  with  the  romantic  side  of  life  at 
M.  N.  A.  S.  Those  of  you  who  missed 
out  last  year,  I  will  try  and  plant  this 
year.  As  there  is  no  longer  any  more 
room  in  the  1923  Rose  Garden,  we  have 
built  on  an  annex  for  1924.  Who  knows, 
we  may  need  a  whole  new  garden  by  the 
end  of  “leap  year !” 

Of  course,  we  must  still  enter  by  the 
front  gate  of  the  original  garden  and 
there  we  are  surrounded  by  the  same 
roses  of  yester-year.  But,  alas  !  Some 
are  withered  and  some  are  dead !  Where 
is  the  Tony  Rose  who  so  fondly  Kamp-ed 
himself  in  the  Good-rich  ground  to  watch 
the  Polly  rose  grow?  Yes — he  is  dead, 
but — the  Polly  Rose  glows  with  a  new 
light  and  we  find  her  surrounded  with 
Fresh,  new,  bright,  green  leaves. 

Many  of  our  roses  of  last  year  have 
been  picked  and  recklessly  thrown  away 
to  live  a  new  life  elsewhere.  In  fact, 
the  old  Rose  Garden  is  now  quite  deso¬ 
late.  Ah,  there  still  remain  two  by  the 
other  gate.  They  are  the  same  as  be¬ 
fore — except,  yes,  I  believe  they  are  a 
bit  straighter — shall  we  say — er.  a  bit 
more  dignified!  They,  too,  will  pass 
through  the  gate  into  that  artificial  gar¬ 
den  called  the  world  in  a  short  while. 
Their  names  ?  Oh,  yes,  the  same  old 
rambling  Marcia  and  Walla  roses ! 


Let  us  go  through  into  the  annex  now, 
where  we  find  plenty  of  dear  little  new 
roses  and  some  of  them  only  buds,  too ! 

Why  I  do  believe  there  is  that  “Faun- 
cey”  rose  “Loyal”  to  the  last.  Do  you  re¬ 
member  the  terrible  time  we  had  trying 
to  plant  him  last  year  and  how  he  would 
not  seem  to  thrive?  So  we  finally  had 
to  “Pray”  and  there  he  is  smiling  sweet¬ 
ly  down  on  our  Linda  who  is  growing 
most  successfully  under  the  conditions. 

Separated  by  nothing  more  than  a 
stone,  we  find  a  “Brown”  rose  of  wide¬ 
spread  fame  nodding  his  head  and  wav¬ 
ing  his  leaves  to  another  little  bud.  Of 
course,  it  is  the  Alary  rose,  sometimes 
cal’ed  Brackett. 

Oh,  look  at  what  this  rose  is  doing ! 
Why,  that  is  the  Bowker  rose  teaching 
that  poor  little  innocent  Blanche  how  to 
steal  Hartes.  He  must  be  transplanted 
shortly  where  he  can  teach  the  world — 
other  things. 

We  have  a  Rose  in  the  Garden  “Alley” 
— Sam’s  his  name.  Yes,  he  is  the  King 
of  the  Alley.  We  wonder  if  he  will 
wither  and  die,  too  !  If  he  does  he  can 
still  worship  his  “Coffin.” 

Where  have  I  seen  this  group  of  roses 
before?  Why  I  see  that  “Marion”  rose 
has  hired  a  “Hall”  at  last.  I  am  glad 
they  are  in  this  garden  instead  of  wait¬ 
ing  their  turn  at  one  of  the  “F.  S.  H.’s” 
38  parlors ! 

Why  there  is  that  most  amusing  “Fred” 
rose — hear  him  “Russ-ell”  as  he  beams 
(< Continued  on  page  13) 
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Dance 


Dear  Under  Classmen  : — 

An  invitation  to  our  dance. 

When — February  29,  1924. 

Why — Because  it’s  “leap  year.” 

Where— M.  N.  A.  S. 

Who — S-e-n-i-o-r-s  ! ! ! ! 

Don't  forget  us  !  We  guarantee  a  good 
time !  Good  music,  of  course,  since  our 
much  talented  and  musical  Dick  Ellinger 
is  in  charge. 

We  regret  to  say  we  are  glad  Cecelia 
is,  as  usual,  chairman  of  the  refreshment 
committee.  We  are  glad  for  our  sakes, 
but  regretful  for  Cecelia’s.  We  think 
Cecelia  should  bear  the  title  of  “class- 
crutch” — we  always  lean  on  her. 

Decorations  are  in  charge  of  Marcia 
Hosford,  with  a  strong  backing  of  the 
Design  Class  in  general. 


“It  Pays  to  Advertise.”  Loyal  Edward 
Faunce,  chairman  of  the  Publicity  Com¬ 
mittee. 

Novelty  Committee  headed  by  our  ori¬ 
ginal  Doris  Dennen. 

Last,  but  not  least — the  chairman  of 
the  entire  dance  committee,  our  esteemed 
President,  Mr.  Walter  F.  Bennett — Hur¬ 
rah  ! 

Why  shouldn’t] you  come  to  our  dance? 
Not  only  because  it  is  a  Senior  Dance, 
but  because  it  is  on  February  29th,  and 
one  can  never  tell  what  may  happen  on 
that  date.  Pick  out  a  good  one  and  come 
and  find  out. 

Yours  truly, 

The  Senior  Class. 


1924 

As  the  class  gloom  dispeller,  let  me  re¬ 
mind  the  Seniors  of  that  most  alluring 
subject  called  Thesis.  There  are  four 
more  months  of  school  and  6000  words 
to  write.  Now,  even  I  can  tell  you  that 
that  makes  1500  words  a  month!  All 
those  expecting  diplomas  please  raise 
their  hands.  Leave  the  room,  Hal ! 

Walter  Bennett  has  recently  taken  a 
position  teaching  painting  to  a  private 
class  in  Sharon.  Good  luck,  Walter! 

Monday  morning,  stretching  classes 
conducted  in  the  second  floor  corridor, 
between  9:15  and  11:15.  Well,  I  ask 
you,  what  would  life  be  without  some 
stretchers  ? 

Why  have  jokes  in  the  Art  Gum,  when 


there  are  so  many  in  the  Senior  Life 
Class  ? 

The  Design  Class  must  look  as  queer 
as  it  feels.  There  is  usually  a  group  of 
people  outside  the  door  gazing  in.  Some 
have  read  the  sign  on  the  door  and 
others  are  just  naturally  afraid  of  us. 

We  have  quite  a  number  of  profes¬ 
sional  wig-waggers  in  our  class,  also 
marathon  runners,  from  door  to  desk. 
They  usually  display  their  skill  on  Mon¬ 
days,  Wednesdays  and  Fridays.  Don’t 
ask  us  why ! 

Many  of  us  have  had  our  pictures 
taken  for  the  year  book.  Have  you  ? 
Better  go  soon,  as  the  camera  can’t  hold 
up  much  longer.  •  -{Continued' od' page 'id) 
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CLASS  OF  1925 

'flie  Junior  “Year  Book!”  You’ve  all 
heard  of  it  I’m  sure.  The  drive  for  sub¬ 
scriptions  for  this  book  will  begin  soon. 
Help  ns  make  it  a  great  success,  and 
worthy  of  M.  N.  A.  S. 

Ruth  Williams  hasn’t  any  ring,  but 
what  about  that  “frat”  pin,  Ruth? 

The  costume  designing  division  has 
added  three  more  struggling  would-be 
artists  to  its  list.  They  were  recently 
recorded  at  the  Museum  School,  but  are 
now  found  here  under  the  names  of  Mar¬ 
garet  Donahue,  Winifred  McPeake,  and 
Helen  Anderson.  Here's  wishing  you 
luck. 

This  same  division  has  planned  to  visit 
New  York  in  March.  In  order  that 
there  might  be  some  system  in  the  class, 
three  officers  were  e’ected  to  take  charge 
of  all  activities.  We  find  our  silver- 
tongued  orator  Addie  Redmond  as  pres¬ 
ident  with  Marjorie  Huntington,  treas¬ 
urer,  and  “Bea"  Bowry,  secretary. 

Miss  Flint  was  entertained  one  eve¬ 
ning  not  long  ago  at  the  Carten-Bowry- 
Adulcahy  Apartment  on  Newbury  Street. 

Here’s  a  student  who  evidently  under¬ 
stands  the  modern  art  of  dressing.  Re¬ 
cently,  in  a  lecture  by  one  of  our  in¬ 
structors,  a  statement  was  made  to  the 
effect  that  the  grace  of  the  line  of  a 
costume  was  often  spoiled  by  the  excess 
clothing  beneath.  Some  witty  person 
said,  “Them  days  are  gone  forever.” 
Not  far  from  the  truth,  was  it? 

On  January  17,  Miss  Ruth  Fitzgera’d 
and  Miss  Alice  Mulcahy  lunched  at  the 
“Food  Shop.” 

Is  there  anything  you  would  like  to 
have  criticised?  Page  Leon  Fowler. 

1927 

The  freshman  class  is  now  planning 
one  of  the  greatest  hazards  of  the 
year — sleigh  ride! 

Everyone  in  the  class  has  been  request¬ 
ed  to  pray  for  snow — but  we  are  quite 
sure  that  it  is  going  to  take  a  heap  of 
praying  to  turn  the  green  grass  of  Copley 
Square  into  the  makings  of  a  winter 
carnival. 

However  the  freshman  class  looks  for- 


CONGRATULATIONS 

Evelyn  has  done  it!  What?  Of 
course  we  have  noticed  the  sparkling 
addition  to  her  left  hand!  And  now, 
as  I  said  before,  “She’s  gone  and  done 
it!”  First,  his  name  is  William  H. 
Hood  and  we  learned  he  comes  from 
Livingstone,  Montana.  P’rap’s  he’s  a 
bronco  buster  or  a  cowboy,  but  Eve¬ 
lyn  denies  it,  and  says  lie’s  oh  so  nice. 
But  then  she’d  think  so  anyway. 

She  is  Evelyn  Wood,  member  of 
the  “Teachers’  Division.”  I  should 
say  “was”  for  according  to  the  laws 
o’  the  Medes  and  Persians,  Evelyn 
and  her  Billy  will  be  married  Feb.  9th, 
in  the  “Little  Church  Around  the  Cor¬ 
ner,”  New  York.  Now  isn’t  that 
romantic!  Well  I  guess!  What  do  you 
’spose?  Ere  the  ink  on  these  pages  is 
dry  and  we  are  conscientiously  get¬ 
ting  in  at  nine  and  paying  attention  to 
light  and  shade,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hood 
will  be  sailing  over  the  briny  deep! 
Italy  is  their  ultimate  destination,  but 
there  are  visits  at  Algiers,  Monte 
Carlo,  and  a  few  other  thrilling  places, 
ere  they  set  foot  on  solid  ground  once 
more  in  Naples,  of  course. 

The  13th  is  the  sailing  date  and 
probably  it  will  be  in  September  be¬ 
fore  we  see  Evelyn  again.  ’Tis 
rumored,  too,  that  France  with  its  gay 
Paree,  Holland  and  England  will  see 
much  of  a  certain  member  of  the  Mas¬ 
sachusetts  Normal  Art  Class  of  ’25. 
Your  Junior  friends  wish  you  good 
luck  and  bon  voyage,  Evelyn,  and  will 
expect  you  back  in  the  fall  to  tell  us 
all  about  it.  We’d  each  like  to  donate 
an  old  shoe  to  wish  you  luck,  but  dog¬ 
gone  it,  we  need  ’em  ourselves. 

ward  to  an  interesting  ride  through  the 
country  to  Lexington  where  the  members 
will  enjoy  the  hospitality  of  Wild  Acre. 
There  they  will  participate  in  dancing,  in- 
du’ge  in  refreshments,  and  kick  up  a 
general  rumpus. 

The  c’ass  has  managed  after  a  great 
deal  of  persistent  endeavor  to  have  elec¬ 
tric  lights  installed  on  the  pungs.  We 
feel  that  this  enlightening  idea  will  meet 
with  unanimous  approval. 
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Stopped  in  at  the  old  school  the 
other  day.  No  special  reason,  just 
wanted  to  see  what  was  going  on. 
Didn’t  have  any  trouble  in  finding  it 
because  it’s  just  the  same  old  school 
on  the  outside  as  it  was  three  long 
years  ago — but  my,  how  it  has  changed 
inside ! 

How  on  earth  is  an  old  student  to 
find  his  way  to  the  peg-board  (into 
which  he  used  to  have  to  insert  a  red 
peg,  usually)  when  there  “ain’t  no  sich 
animile”  any  more?  And  how  is  any¬ 
one  to  get  into  the  school  anyway, 
through  the  new  maze  of  offices? 

At  last  I  did  reach  the  corridor,  but 
such  another  desertion!  Except  for 
two  litt’e  green- jackets,  who  were  hav¬ 
ing  a  hasty  tete  a  tete,  watching  for 
Mrs.  Whittit  out  of  the  corner  of  their 
eyes,  the  corridors  were  absolutely 
quiet.  (Remember  when  we  used  to 
watch  corners?)  “Folks  must  work 
here  these  days,”  I  thought.  “Let’s 
see.” 

Surely  the  exhibition  proved  it. 
I’m  certain  that  some  of  the  work  I 
saw  in  the  student  exhibit  would  put 
to  shame  the  finest  work  at  the  Beaux 
Arts!  I  heartily  approve  of  student 
exhibitions,  for  what  mortal  among  us 
doesn’t  like  to  “show  off”  to  a  certain 
extent  (especially  the  masculine  ele¬ 
ment  ! )  and  who  doesn’t  work  harder 
when  he  knows  his  work  is  to  be 
criticised,  and  possibly  admired? 

My  good  friend  Miss  Bartlett  hap¬ 
pened  along  as  I  was  wrapped  up  (fig¬ 
uratively  speaking)  in  a  piece  of 
drapery  which  was  especially  interest¬ 
ing. 

“Why,  Mary  Stewart,”  she  greeted 
me  warmly,  “it  is  still  Stewart  isn’t 
it?” 

“Yes,  still  Stewart,  and  likely  to  be 
for  some  time,”  I  laughed.  And  with 
that,  Miss  Bartlett  invited  me  to  visit 
her  room.  The  old  room  where  we 
used  to  do  “block-heads.”  The  block¬ 
heads  are  all  gone  now,  Miss  Bartlett 


told  me  ( which  block-heads  she  meant 
I  don’t  know;  I  only  hope  she  was 
casting  no  reflections  upon  my  “es¬ 
teemed  contemporaries  and  me!). 

For  a  minute  I  expected  to  hear  the 
melodious  voices  (?)  of  Russell  Law- 
son,  Lowell  Speare,  and  George  Hol¬ 
den  join  in  singing  that  little  Spanish 
ditty  which  used  to  make  the  girls 
blush  and  stop  up  their  ears.  Some¬ 
one  dropped  a  pencil  and  the  spell 
was  broken.  I  found  myself  sur¬ 
rounded  by  new  faces,  thirty  of  them, 
all  intent  upon  their  work,  more  or 
less.  I  wonder  if  we  always  looked 
as  busy  when  company  came! 

Of  course  I  couldn’t  leave  without 
at  least  looking  for  Dicky.  Who  is 
Dicky?  Well,  that  is  merely  an  affec¬ 
tionate  term  we  old  Graphic  Arti- 
cusses  gave  Mr.  Andrew,  unbeknownst 
to  him.  He  was  always,  and  always 
will  be,  the  friend  of  the  Graphic 
Arters.  What  many  of  us  know  about 
drawing  we  learned  from  him — and 
what  we  don’t  know  is  our  own  fault— 
not  because  he  didn’t  tell  us  about  it. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  day  I 
worked  so  hard  on  a  “pretty-pretty” 
drawing,  and  Dicky  came  along  with 
a  very  smushy,  soft  piece  of  black  char¬ 
coal  and  tested  it.  He  tested  it  so 
much  that  there  wasn’t  any  drawing 
left  at  all!  Of  course  I  was  heart¬ 
broken,  but  I  learned  one  of  the  hard¬ 
est  lessons  I’ve  ever  had  to  learn, 
right  there  in  that  life  class,  that  a 
“pretty-pretty”  drawing  isn’t  always 
a  drawing  after  all. 

I  felt  the  cold  shivers  race  up  and 
down  my  spinal  column  and  play  tag 
with  my  various  vertebrae,  when  I 
met  Mr.  Ray  in  the  corrider.  I 
thought  of  that  awful  sinking  feeling 
of  “getting  lost”  which  I  used  to  some¬ 
times  experience  in  his  classes.  It 
was  quite  the  worst  punishment  that 
could  befall  one  to  watch  his.  accurate 
chalk  make  dots  and  dashes  on  the 
board  while  he  said  something  about 
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measuring  one-half  of  five-sixteenths 
on  either  side  of  the  center  line  when 
one  hadn’t  even  found  the  center  line ! 
But,  my  dears,  whether  you  believe  it 
or  not,  mechanical  drawing  is  awfully 
good  for  your  soul! 

What  sweet  odor  exhaled  from  Miss 
Hathaway’s  room  as  I  cautiously 
opened  the  door!  There  in  a  dainty 
vase  whose  contour  enrichments  might 
have  graced  a  court  in  old  Etruria 
(Miss  Hathaway  never  could  have 
anything  unharmonious  or  unfortunate 
in  her  room,  though  she  used  to  let  us 
in  occasionally  at  class  time)  stood  one 
lovely  rose.  I  looked  about  for  Miss 
Hathaway  but  as  she  was  nowhere  to 
be  seen  I  immediately  guessed  that 
some  naughty  fairies  had  changed  her 
into  a  rose.  It  was  very  inconsiderate 
of  them  at  any  rate  for  I  should  rather 
have  seen  Miss  Hathaway.  We  used 
to  lovingly  call  her  “that  Miss  that 
hath  a  way,”  and  that  way  was  all 
sweetness  and  charm. 

Now  to  come  from  the  sublime  to 
the  ridiculous  (Miss  Hathaway  is  al¬ 
ways  the  sublime)  and  the  lunch  room 
is  the  ridiculous.  There  is  even  now 
the  same  old  scramble  for  stools,  and 
the  bread  line  ten  deep.  But  such 
bread!  Not  the  old  cheeseless  maca¬ 
roni,  cocoa-less  cocoa  and  butterless 
bread,  but  honest-to-goodness  chicken 
sandwiches,  fruit  salad  and  ice  cream 
with  fudge  cake!  However,  had  it  not 
been  for  one  or  two,  I  should  have 
found  myself  wishing  for  the  old 
familiar  faces,  and  a  dish  of  cheese-less 
macaroni ! 

Once  more  from  the  ridiculous  to 
the  sublime;  it  means  so  much  to  us 
who  have  joined  its  large  alumni  to 
see  our  school  and  your  school  grow¬ 
ing  and  improving  and  accomplishing 
things  worth  while.  As  our  own  Mr. 
Major  would  say,  “Keep  up  the  good 
work.”  You  will  always  find  your 
Alma  Mater  one  of  your  best  friends. 

Mary  Roline  Stewart 
Editor’s  Note:  Miss  Stewart  is  now 

instructor  in  art  at  Lasell  Seminary, 

Auburndale. 


( Continued,  from  page  9) 

that  most  contagious  smile  upon  another 
of  our  best  roses!  Of  course  it  is  the 
“Helen  Davis”  rose.  Does  he  “Boss” 
her,  too?  (Yes,  I  do  not.) 

Oh,  why  is  that  brown  rose  so  sad? 
1  hat  is  the  “Kent”  rose  and  of  course 
is  “Pine”-ing  over  Martha ! 

My,  look  at  that  funny  affair !  That 
rose  has  his  head  right  through  the 
wooden  fence.  That  is  the  “Bill”  rose 
he  had  to  “Rise-and-bourough”  a  hole 
through  the  fence  to  talk  to  the  Marshall 
rose  on  the  other  side. 

Oh,  dear,  dear,  what  are  all  those 
roses  doing  in  that  bunch  together? 
W  hy,  they  are  holding  a  conference  and 
it  is  headed  by  Rose  of  the  Ferry,  the 
namesake  of  all  the  roses.  They  are 
debating  whether  or  not  Tech-nical  roses 
could  appreciate  our  artistic  garden 
enough  to  live  there.  We  “re-Gret”  to 
say  to  Rose,  “It  cannot  be  done !” 

We  must  go  on  and  out  of  this  pleas¬ 
ant  garden.  What  is  this  !  Weeds  and 
wild  roses  in  our  precious  garden?  Well, 
there  is  even  a  chance  for  you  to  thrive — 
remember  the  “Eauncey”  rose  was  wi’d 
only  last  year !  Perhaps  you  will  be 
lucky  enough  to  be  planted  next  year. 

As  we  take  one  last  look  we  stop  and 
wonder  what  will  become  of  them  all. 
Perhaps  the  ground  wi'l  open  up  and 
swallow  them  all — who  knows — certainly 
not  a  poor  old  rose  gardener ! 

Same  As  B  4 


{Continued,  from  page  10) 

Speaking  of  advertising  we  have 
some  unusual  talent  in  Design  Class 
for  “humanely”  illustrating  common 
advertisements.  Our  best  features  are 
“Ivory  Soap,”  “Fairy  Soap”  and  “Four 
cut  of  every  Five  have  it.” 

In  order  that  you  may  always  have 
Forette’s  address,  and  that  you  will 
keep  her  informed  about  affairs  in 
Boston,  we  print  her  address: 

Forette  Boname, 

56  Aux  Graniers  56, 
Valentigny, 

France — Doubs. 
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Now  Showing 


New  Spring 


DRESSES 

COATS 

SKIRTS 


BLOUSES 

SWEATERS 

HOSIERY 


We  invite  you  to  see  them 
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i  Frost  &  Adams  Co 

Everg  Requisite 
For  the  Art  Student 

At  Prices  That 
Are  Right 
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Valentines 
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Two  Stores 

27  ARCH  STREET 
591  BOYLSTON  STREET 
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ALUMNI 

Why  not  keep  informed 
about  the  old  school— about 
your  old  classmates? 

In  the  paper  published  by 
your 

ALUMNI  ASSOCIATION 


you  can  find  this  informa-  ! 
tion.  ! 

Why  not  subscribe  for 

The  Massachusetts  Normal 
,  Art  School  Alumni  Asso- 
|  ciation  Bulletin? 


SPAULDING -MOSS  CO. 

The  Artist  Shop 


Recognized  for  years  as 
“New  England  Headquarters” 
for  the  Artist  and  Art  Student 


We  offer  the  most  extensive  line 
for  your  selection  based  on  high 
quality  and  moderate  prices. 


Artists’  Stands 

Artists’  Sketching  Stools 
Artists’  Air  Brushes 

Artists’  Oil  and  Water  Colors 
Artists’  Easels 
Artists’  Smocks 


Drawing  Boards 
Tee  Squares 
Slide  Rules 
Drawing  Sets 

Tracing  Paper  and  Cloth 
Colored  Pencils 


CRAYONS 


ERASERS 


INKS 


ADHESIVES 


PAPER 


» 

! 


42  Franklin  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 

Just  off  Washington  Street 


] 


A  Few  Blocks  Away 

j  We  operate  a  well  lighted  store  for 
your  convenience,  with  a  complete 
stock  of  artists’  and  draftsmen’s  sup¬ 
plies. 


SPECIAL  RATES 
extended  to 

NORMAL  ART  SCHOOL  STUDENTS 

B.  L.  MAKEPEACE,  Inc. 

2  Stores 

394  BOYLSTON  STREET 
387  WASHINGTON  STREET 


Oils 

Varnishes 

Fixatives 


Crayons 

Pencils 
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Reff.  U.  S.  Pat  Oft  j 

THE  BAY  STATER 


Pastels  | 


L 


WADSWORTH, 
HOWLAND  &  CO.,  INC. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers  of 

Artists’  and  Drawing  Supplies 
Drawing  and  Water  Color  Papers 

Special  Attention  to  Mail  Orders 

WADSWORTH, 
HOWLAND  &  CO.,  INC. 

222  Clarendon  Street 
84  Washington  Street 
1316  Beacon  Street,  Brookline 
141  Federal  Street 


♦ 
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FINE  QUALITY 


PINS 

CHARMS 


RINGS 

GUARDS 


MADE  FOR  M.  N.  A.  S. 

By 

H.  W.  Peters  Co. 

5178  WASHINGTON  STREET 
BOSTON 


I 

Samples  on  display  by  our  ( 

I  Sophomore  Representative  | 

! 


i 


EVERYTHING  IN 
STATIONERY 

Spring  Binders  for  Philosophy  Notes 

Fountain  Pens 
Loose  Leaf  Supplies 
Pencils 
Paper 

Printing  and  Engraving 
Lowest  Prices  in  the  City 

Special  Discount  to 
Students 

Samuel  Narcus 

92  WASHINGTON  STREET 
BOSTON 

Telephone,  Richmond  811 


1 
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DORRETY  BOSTON 

387  Washington  St -Tel-6185  Main 

CLASS  PINS 

RINGS  --  CHARMS  --  MEDALS 
FRAT  PINS-LOVING  CUPS-TROPHIES 

Send  for  ARTfiEE^j^caTalog 


“What’s  all  this  noise  about,  you  young 
rascal?”  “Well,  Mary  said  if  I  kept  on 
crying,  a  great  big  mouse  with  big  green 
eyes  would  come  and  sit  on  the  end  of 
my  bed,  and  I’ve  kept  on,  but  it  hasn’t 
come  yet!” 

Elsie:  “Mummy,  do  you  like  stories?” 
Mother:  “Yes,  dear.”  “Shall  I  tell  you 
one?”  “Yes.”  “Will  you  be  interested?” 
“Of  course  I  shall,  dear.”  “Well,  there 
was  once — a  scent  bottle — and  I  broke 
it!” 

Teacher:  “We  borrowed  our  numerals 
from  the  Arabs,  our  calendar  from  the 
Romans,  and  our  banking  from  the  Ital¬ 
ians.  Can  any  one  think  of  any  other 
examples  ?” 

Willie:  “Our  lawn  mower  from  the 
Smiths,  our  snow  shovel  from  the  Joneses, 
and  our  baby  carriage  from  the  Bumps.” 

The  oculist  stood  before  his  patient, 
directing  her  attention  to  the  chart  of  let¬ 
ters,  from  large  to  small,  as  follows: 


XZYPB,  YMOIGL,  HPNQDC,  etc. 
Said  he :  “But  surely,  my  dear  young 
lady,  you  can  read  this  top  line?”  Young 
lady:  “I — I’m  afraid  I  can’t  speak  Rus¬ 
sian,  doctor.  Perhaps  if  you  had  one  in 
French  .  .  .” 

“At  times  you  seem  to  be  manly  enough 
and  then  at  other  times  you’re  absurdly 
effeminate.  Why  on  earth  is  it?”  “Er — 
ah — heredity,”  he  answered.  “Heredity  ?” 
“Yes.  You  see  half  my  ancestors  were 
men  and  the  other  half  women.” 

Foreman:  “What  about  carrying  some 
more  bricks,  Murphy?”  Murphy:  “I 
ain’t  feeling  well,  guv’nor ;  I’m  trem¬ 
bling  all  over !”  “Well,  then,  lend  a  hand 
with  the  sieve.” 

Fair  Lady:  “Is  there  no  succor?” 

Brave  Knight:  “Yes,  I’m  coming.” 

— Awgwan 

“Daddy,  how  big  is  a  whale?”  “What 
kind  of  a  whale?”  “Oh,  a  big  whale.” 
“How  big?”— Life. 


STUDENT  ASSOCIATION 


rWe  are  glad  to  feel  that  the  Associa¬ 
tion  is  in  back  of  everything.  All  our 
dances  should  be  a  big  success  this 
year. 

We  have  recently  acquired  some 
new  business  stationery  for  our  Asso¬ 
ciation.  Between  our  silver  and  our 
stationery  we  have  every  reason  in  the 
world  to  be  proud. 

Our  Treasurer  goes  to  the  bank 
quite  often  which  goes  to  prove  that 
there  is  still  money  coming  in. 

There  are  still  some  owing  money. 
No  time  like  the  present  to  indulge. 
Just  give  it  to  Hal  Lindergreen. 


